MARY STUART & PIERRE CHASTELARD

after all, with a coarse, rough-riding Bothwell whose
so-called love was not for Mary, but her throne.
Standing there on his scaffold, with that volume of
Ronsard in his hand, and his eyes with their last long
look seeking his Queen, surely he cuts no such sorry
figure, after all, and deserves his " place in the
story."
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